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..oodshed amd murder rowged the 
valley of the rio grande. south of the 
border the people cowered !ij terror, 
wondering when the yankee raiders woulo 
strike again . 

who were the killers who wore the 
uniform of the united states cavalry? 
bide with young eagle, the famous imoian 
scout, a5 he probes the most exciting 
mystery of his career. and gambles his 
life in a wa1r-rais1ng attempt to smash 
the evil dream of the nightmare 
EMPIRE i 
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CAPTAIN PRICE, YOUR 
JOB IS TO LOCATE 
THAT OVERDUE 
5UPPLY TRAIN . 
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WA/r! THERE'S SOMEBODY 
TEACKIMG OUR PWTROL.. UP, 
CLAWFOOTJ I'LL TAKE CARE OF 
THIS MYSELF I 



7 AFTER WHAT HAPPENED TO T«AT 
5UPPLY TRAIN. I WOULD DO WELL TO 
TAKE NOCHANCE5. I'LL SLIP UP 
OWHIW BY FOOT. 
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I5WT YOUR GOVERNMENT YOU AMERICANS ARE 
AWARE OF THE SEVERE J HARDLY THE ONES TO 
PENALTIES UNDER, f TALK ABOUT INTERNATIONAL 
INTERNATIONAL LAW/ LAW---WHEN WEEK AFT EP, 

for spying? _rr weekyoursoldiersride 

ACROSS THE BORDER TO ROB 
AND KILL MY PEOPLE. 




^liSTHE COLONEL LISTENS IN SHOCKED DISBELIEF, 
5ANTDRO RELATES A BLOODY TALE OF TERROR. 
AND DEATH.' 

FOR MONTHS YOUR SOLDIERS HAVE BEEN 
RAVAGING THE LAND SOUTH OF THE RIO GRANDE, 
FORCING m PEOPLE TO FLEE FROM THEIR HOMES / 
AND RANCHES OR BE SLAUGHTERED 
LIKE CATTLE , 
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IT'S TOO L&TE, THEY'RE ON THE 
OTHER 5HORE, I'M CUT OFF ON 
ALL SIDES. WBL.THERE'S 
OMW OKE THING TO DO I 



' THERE ME GOES -'HE'S 
DIVING INTO THE 
RIVER . 
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As THE LEADEN DEATH tWURNSTHE WATERS, & 
BOLT OF FURY SUDDENLY SWOOPS FROM THE SKIES. 



EeYAW' 



BUT A BULLET BRINS5 THE WlMSEO WWRIOR TO 
THE eKOUN P . , — — —■—.—■ — . .. ; . 

— . , -i .^^1^ K( LLE o CLAWFOOTl. 

ALL RIGHT, BOYS. \ CLA.WFOOT, MY WINGED 
WE'VE eOT THAT /— -«-l BROTHER £ . 
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SEND &OME MEN BACK ID THE 
FORT. HAVE THEM SRIUG. US A 
DOZEN BARRELS OF THE LAMP 
OIL. THAT WAS FREIGHTED IN 
YESTERDAY. 



trr<5 SIMPLE, LIEU- 
I DON'T A TENANT. WITH ALL 
UNDERSTAND.' ) THAT OIL FLOATING 
— -'ON THE SURFACE 
OF TWE WATER — ALL. 
I WEED TO DO 15 DROP 
THIS MATCH INTO THE 




.JERY DEATH 
5WIRL6 EVER 
CLOSER TO 
ITS HELPLESS 

VICTIM. 
CAN ANYONE 
LIVE THROUGH 
THAT FIENPISH 

INFERWO ? 
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OVERTIME SHERIFF 



By Dick Kraus 



M»OY JEFFERS, Sheriff of Alamosa County, 
■*•* sat down at the desk in his office. Lean- 
ing back at a comfortable angle, he lit a long 
black cigar and puffed fragrant gray smoke up 
at the ceiling. Sheriff Jeffers cocked an appre- 
ciative eye at the clock on the office wall. The 
time was eleven-fifteen . . . 

"Eleven-fifteen," the lanky lawman said con- 
tentedly. "In three-quarters of an hour, I'll be 
through with this job and heading up to the 
State Capital! From now on, folks'll be calling 
me Senator Jeffers! And then, mebbe, in time, 
it'll be Governor Jeffers!" 

Leaning back, he puffed at the big cigar, lost 
in pleasant reverie. 

For the past five years, Roy Jeffers had been 
Sheriff xti Alamosa County. He had done his 
job faithfully and well — so well, in fact, that 
th« voters had now elected him to the State 
Senate. He had cleaned up his records and taken 
care of all unfinished business. Now his Colt 
rtvolver and Bilver badge lays on his desk be- 
fore him, aide by side. He would not have to 
ute them again. At twelve o'clock, his term 
of office would be over — and he would be on 
his way up to the State Capital! At twelve 
o'clock! 

The. outside door creaked, and the sheriff 
wheeled around. 

Into the office came an old friend of his — 
a white-haired cattleman, Newt Robie. 

"Howdy. Newt," Jeffers grunted. "Set. down 
and relax! I'm waiting out my last hour, afore 
heading up to the Capital!" 

The older man shook his head grimly. 

"I can't sit down, Roy," he returned crisply. 
"I've got bad news. You remember young Clint 
Houghton, the fella from over White Sands 
way who you .sent to prison for ho ss- stealing?" 

Roy Jeffers slowly rose from his chair. "Shore 




cuss. What 



I remember him," he said, 
about him?" 

Old Newt Robie's eyes were worried. "His 
brother's in town! Blackjack Houghton. He 
says you put his brother in the calaboose, and 
he aims to put you in a wooden box! From 
what folks say, he can do it, too! He can hit 
a rattlesnake between the eyes at fifty yards, 
in a dust storm!" 

Sheriff Roy Jeffers slammed his fist against 
the oaken desk. 

"Thunderation I" he grunted. "Look at that 
clock! Eleven-fifteen! At twelve, I'm due to 
sashay out of here, with my term of office fin- 
ished. And now this loco varmint has to come 
along, raising a ruckus!" 

Newt Robie leaned forward. , 

"Listen to me, Roy," he said quietly. "Why 
risk your life a last time like this, when your 
job's almost over? This fella Houghton is a 
murdering machine! He's, wanted in three 
states! Don't run in with him. Tell you what! 
Take your horse and ride out of town — up 
the back trail. Folks won't see you go! I'll 
tell them you left already! Then I'll get a 
' posse together and we'll run Houghton out, 
somehow! How about it?" 

Sheriff Roy Jeffers grinned slowly. He 
pointed a long thumb up at the clock. 

"Sorry, Newt," he said. "But until that clock 
says twelve noon, I'm still sheriff. And I've 
still got a job to do, whether I like it or not!" 
Quickly, he took his gun and holster from the 
desk and strapped them around his waist. 
. Then he pinned the bright silver badge to 
the breast of his clean business suit. "For a 
little while," he chuckled, "I was beginning 
to think of myself as Senator — mebbe Gov- 
ernor! Reckon I'd better take csro of this 
chore first." 
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Quickly he went through the door into the 
sunlit street. 

Like wildfire the word spread. "Blackjack 
Houghton's in town, waiting in the Last 
Chance Saloon! And the sheriff's gone after 
him . . ." 

Roy Jeffers walked up a deserted street. It 
was the middle of the day; the hot, brilliant 
sun beat down. He shaded his eyes with a 
well-tanned hand. There was the Last Chance, 
just ahead. Without hesitating, the sheriff 
stepped up on the board sidewalk and pushed 
his way through the slatted, swinging doors. 
At once, his eyes adjusted themselves to the 
dark, and he saw a man standing at the end 
of the bar, all alone. He was a big man, with 
close-cropped, curly hair and broad, heavy 
features. The resemblance to Clint Houghton, 
the boy whom Jeffers had arrested, was un- 
mistakable. This man was Blackjack Hough- 
ton — out for vengeance! 

Sheriff Jeffers took a single step forward. 

"Houghton." he said, "you're wanted by the 
law. I aim to arrest you . . ." 

The big man's head turned. He seemed to 
bend forward slightly, and his hand on the 
bar began to slide slowly to his right. 

"Arrest me? You must be Jeffers. Seems to 
me you done too much arresting for your own 
health . . ." 

Without finishing his sentence, the husky 
gunman moved, with amazing speed for his 
bulk! His hand gripped a whiskey bottle that 
stood before him on the bar! In a single mo- 
tion he flung it from him, straight toward the 
oncoming lawman. And, continuing the same 
motion, his hand blurred down toward his 
hip — toward his gun holster! 

Desperately, Roy Jeffers lunged to the side, 
to avoid the heavy bottle that streaked 
through the air toward him! The bottle missed 
him by inches, but as it flashed by, the. lean 
sheriff saw Houghton's gun muzzle belch 
flame toward him! Gunfire echoed down the 
barroom, and searing pain stabbed at the 
sheriff's shoulder! 



"Hit!" he gasped, sinking forward. As he 
fell, his right hand reached for the gun at his 
waist. 

Through dazed eyes, Roy Jeffers saw Black- 
jack — hia face creased in an expression of 
sadistic pleasure! He was going to shoot again, 
this time to kill ! But the Sheriff of Alamosa 
County didn't aim to go out so easily. Still 
falling, shooting from the floor, he squeezed 
his Colt's trigger! Surprise replaced the pleas- 
ure on the big man's face — and he settled to 
the ground like a punctured sack of wheat 
flour. His face turned toward the brass bar- 
rail. There he lay . . 

■■SHERIFF! SHERIFF! Roy! Can you 
hear me?" 

An insistent voice pounded away at Roy 
Jeffers' eardrums. Reluctantly, slowly, he 
opened his eyes. There was Newt Robie's 
grinning face above him, and behind the 
rancher, a host of other townsmen! 

"I hear you, Newt," Roy Jeffer^ muttered. 
"Don't take on so. I got Houghton, didn't I?" 

"You sure did !" agreed the white-haired 
ranchman. "But that's what I wanted to tell 
you! We made a mistake. The clock on your 
office wall had stopped accidentally at eleven- 
fifteen! It"s half-past twelve now! Your term 
of office is over, Roy! You didn't have to 
tangle with Blackjack Houghton at all!" 

• * Nj • AST TWELVE?" repeated th. 
■*■ sheriff, his head reeling. "You mean, 
I went after that human buzzsaw on my own 
time?" He reached up, gripping Newt Robie's 
shoulder. "Here, help tne up, old hoss!" 
"Where do you want to go, Roy?" 
"To my office, ding-bust it!" exclaimed Roy 
Jeffers. "I'm going right over there and make- 
out a bill for overtime work! I put in a half- 
'hour extry, afore quitting today, and it's go- 
ing to cost the county an e»try fifty cents— 
at my usual rate of pay! Now, clear the way? 
gents! Make way for Senator Jeffers!" 

THE END 
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'HOT OlMtVt! ] HEf, BUCKSHOT.' 
WHAT HUE YUH SO 
. HAPPY 'Bour?^, 





/^ YUP.' IT GOES OFF rtS TM£ BURGLAR 

I LEAVES THE HOUSE TO LET THEM KM0W 

\/r's ah. fw#r ro come DowNSTnms.' 




COMING COMIC ATTRACTIONS 
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ffl M6ftMAm EMPIRE 




YOUNG EACLE 



Wrrw swift, powerrjl strokes 

THE INDIAN SCOUT SLIPS THROUGH 
TH E WXTER i 

TH«T SUNLIGHT TELLS WE W 
PAST THE ENTRANCE TO THE 
CAVE AND OUT IMTHE OPEN. 
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And across the border voung eaglb has 
woved closer to the fort. 
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THi& SHOULD PROVE A VERY PROFITABLE 
»Y— UWiFOftMS AfJO EQUIPMENT KJKA 
WHOLE COMPANY OF MEW J 

NOT BAD. W 

BftD AT ALL 
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r TRIED TO SHOW THEM. THAT, 
BUT THOSE STUPID FOOLS IN 
WASHINGTON CALLED ME MAD 
M)B CASHIERED ME OUT OP 
THE A.RMY t WELL, I SHALL. 
5HOW THEM ALL. 




I'VE HIRED EVERY GUN-SLICK, RENE- 
GADE AND DESERTER IN THE 
TERRITORY — TAUGHT THEM MILI- 
TARY TACTICS AND FORGED THEM 
INTO FIGHTING UNITS i AND NOW I'M 
READY TO BEGIN MY PLAN 
OF CONQUEST. 





YOUNG EACLE 





SANTOfcO 

WHAT HAVE 
THEY DONE 
TO YOU ? j 


\ THEY TRY TO -WAKE 

me talk; THEY 

/ BEAT ME WITH 
/ CLUB5. BITTSANTORO 
IS STUBBORN — . 
MAYBE TOO ^ 
\ STUBBORN . J 
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■} A5 THUNDER STREAKS TOWARD THS HIUjS— 
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SOMETHING 13 WRONG ---VERY 
WRONG. THAT GUARD CARRYING HI& 
&UN SO CARELESSLY- -AMD THUNDER 
WAITING FORME' 
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WE'LL USE EVERY WAN AVAIL- 
ABLE . 1 DON'T WANT ANYONE 
IN THAT PttTROL TO ESCAPE 
AND GIVE THE WARNING. 



ZJ&BANWMILE-- fsCOOtZ ARE THff 
-^ EY1S OF THE 
CAVALRY. IF WB 
BOUND THEM Uf' 
WE'LL HAVE 
COLONEL SCOTT 
_ , CONFUSEP ANP 
BEHIND, SIR '. >'ATOUR MERCY .' 




ITL00K5 ASIFMYPLAN'S ^- 
GOING TO WORK. BLANE IS 
GETTING CARELESS. HE HAS 
SENT THE MAIN BODY OF 
HIS MEN AFTER US. 
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AND IM BEHALF OF THE MEXICAN ) THANK YOU 

government, i present you 

WITH THIS MEDAL OP HONOR ' 



